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Or. A brief Diſcourſe, Dialogue-wiſe, between the Soul and Body of a Damned Man, e mly, de- 
Tomhich is added, A Speech of the Devil's in 


ceaſed, laying the Fanlts one upon the ether. 
Hell, &c, Zo the June of, Flying Fame, c. 
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; he Writer ſpeaketh. _ 
SA lap lumbeing in my bed one night, 
| A fearful villon vid me ſodgaffright, - 
Wethought A ſaw a ſoul departed late, 
By it the body in a poo? efkate. | 
Walling with ſighs, the ſovl aloud div cry, 
Upon the body in the coffin by: | 
And thus the ſgul to it did make her man. 
With grie vous ſobs, and many a bitter groan. 

| The Soul ſpeaketi. 
© ſinful flefh, which now ſv low doch tie, 
Whom pefterday the world eſteem'd ſo yigh, 
It was but petterdap the wozlb was thing, 
ha ſun bs ſet which peſter day did ſhine. 
Whereis tþp troin that did attend on thee 7 
Where is thy yiirth, where is thy joliity ? 


— 


Where are tþy ſumptuous buildings 4 thy treaſure ? 
Thy pleaſant walks wherein thou tookeff pleaſure, 


Gone is thy train, thy mirth to mourning turn'd, 
Thou in a coffin, in a ſhzine art urn'd; 
Foz! thy rich eloaths thou haſta winding⸗ſheet, 


But I poo2 ſoul was fram'd a noble creature, 
An likeneſs to my God, of — - «wa 
But by thy fin while we on earth ode, - 


Jam made fouler then a loathſom toad. 
© w2:etched fleſh with ie that art kozlozn, 


Thou wouldeſt never to any one agree, 
Fo which we evdermo2e ſhall damned Le, 


Jam and mut foz ever be in pain. 

No tongue tan tell the tozments Jſuffain, 
Butthou and J we muſt deſcend to hell, 
Wheve we in krying flames maſt ever dwell, 
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That well may wiſh thou never had*ſt been bayn: 


Licenſed accordins to Order, 
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I was thy pꝛide, deceit, and luxury, 


Path bzought theſe tozments both on me and thee, 
Thy wife, thy childzen, friends whom thou didft truf 


Do loath thy carcaſs lying in the duſt, 


The book of God, which is both true and ſure, 
Witneſs at large what ſinners ſhall endure ; 
Thou that within the bed of earth art laid, 
Ariſe, and anſwer to the woꝛds I laid. 


: The Body ſpeaketh. 
J kno: thee well, wp ſoul, whieh from me fled, 


' Eahich left my body ſenteleſs, cold, and vead, 


Ceaſe thou 19 ſap the fauic was all in me, 
ien J win pyove the fault weg molt in thee : 
Thou ſay*ft that I have leb thre oft affrap, 
And from well⸗doing dawn thee quite away ; 
But if the fleſh the ſpirit's power can move, 
The fault is thine as J will plainly prove, 

God pou do know treated pon moſt fair, 

And of ceieftial knowledge gave you Hare : 

J was your ſervant, fram' d of earth and clzp, 


Thy high ⸗ built roof now with thy mouth doth meet. Vou to command, and I foz to obe p. 


*Twes in your po wer ko to reſtrain my will. 
And not to let me ds theſe things were l: 
The boty's wozks are from the ſoul devided, 
And by the ſoul the body Could be guided. 

The body of itſelf no ill hath known, | 
Ak I did what thou did sc, the guilts thine own, 
Foz withaut thee, the body reſteth dead, 

Tze ſoul commands, it reſts upon thx head, 

So to conclude, thy guilt erceeveth mine, 

O how the wozms do tare me in my ſhzine; 
And therefoze fare thee well, pooz ünful ſoul, 
Thy tceſpaſſes paſs mine, though they are foul. 
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Thy tceſpaſſes paſs mine, though they are foul. 
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Falte fleſh remember Dives was detiay's, 
$ When koz one dꝛop of water he ſo pꝛay'd: | 
Thy queſtſon, ſenceleſs body, wanteth reaſon, 


Redemption now is hopeleſs, out of ſeafon : 
Ulle body go, 8d rot in bed of clap, 


; Until the great and general judgement-bay ; 
8 Then ſhalt thou riſe, and te with me'convemn'd, 


To hell's hot lake ſo ever without end. 


bo fare thee well, J will no inger ſtay, 
Part how the friends of hell call me away: 


_— 8 


The loſs ot heavenly joys tezmenteth me, 
Poze tten all tozturts thet in hell can be. 


The Debil ſpeaketh, 


Ho, are you come, whom we expected long? 
$. Now we will make you ſing another ſong: 


8 n owling and yelling ſtill ſhall be your note, 


The Soul ſpeaketh. 


Moſt waetthed fleſh which in the time ok life, 
Mas fooliſh, ile. vain, and full of ftrife 
Though of typ ſubũ ance thou did ſpeak to me, 
A doconfeſs J ſhould have bzidied thee. 


But thou thꝛaugh love of pleaſure foul and ill, 
Still me reſiſted, and world have thy will? 
When J would ther, © body, have controul'd, 
Straight the wozld's vanities did me with-hotd, 


So thou of me didff gain the upper⸗hand, 

Jith:alling me in wozlbly plcaſures band: 

That thou and Jeternel all be dꝛown'd i 
In hell, when glozivus ſaints in heaven are erown'd. 


But flattering kant did thy mind lo pleaſe, 
Chou never thought e to dye till death vid ceale : 
Tulg was thy fault, and curſed was our kate, 
Which we repent, but now, alas, too late. 


The Body ſpeaketh. 


O now J wep, being ſcourg'd with mine own rod; 
Me both fad gullty *fo2e the fete of God: 

Both are in fault, and yet not equally, 

The greateſk burthen, ſoul, on thee doth lpe. 

Ns wit la mean, buf this foꝛ truth it knows, 

That where moſt gifts of vertue God beſtows, 
There is moſt due, and ought repaped be, 

And unto this there's none but will agree. 


But kooliſhly thou pieldeſt unto me, 

And to mp vain deſtres didſt ſoon agree: 

But, oh? JF knew not at the latter hour, 

But thou and A ſhall find a yeath moſt lure, 

J greatly ear an eber laſting fire; 

Pet one thing moze. J do of thee dellre, 

Haſt thou been yet among the ſiends ok hell, 
Js no hopes left that we with Chꝛilt map dwell. 


And moulted lead be poured down your throat. 


Such horror we do on our ſer vants !pad, 


Now thou art worſe then is the crawling toad: by 


I en thouſand torments thou ſhait now abi- e, 
M hen thou in flaming ſulphre ſhalt be fry'd. 
l ou art a ſouldier of our camp enroul'd, 
Never henceforth ſhalt thou the light behold : 
Ia The pains prepar'd for thee no tongue can tell, 
. Welcome, O welcome, to the pit of hell. 


The Waiter ſpeaketh. 


At this the groaning foul did weep mot ſoze, 
And then the ſten ds witcjoy did laugh and roar 2 


Thole nevils did ſeem mote hla: : den pitch oz night; 


Whoſe hoꝛrid ſhapes did (ozely me affcight. 
Sharp feeled fozt's each in their hands old bear, 
Tugked Their teetd like crooked mafforks were, 
Fire and bzimſtone then they breathed out, 

And from their noftrils ſnakes crawl'd all about. 


Foul filthy hoꝛns on their black bꝛows they wore, 
Their nails were like the ruſhes of a boar: 
Thoſe helliſh ſiends faſt bound this wzetched ſoul, 
And dzag'd him in, who grievouſly vid howl. 
Then ftraſght methought appeared in my fight, 

A beautious poung man cloathed all in white: 

His tate did ſhine moſt glozfous to behold, 
Wings like the rain-bow, and his hair like gold. 


With a ſweet volte, All hail, all hail, quoth he, 
Ariſe and wzite what here thon now doft ſee; 


* Polfheaveniy muſick ſeemed then to play, 


Ind in a cloud he vaniſhf quite away. 


Awaking ftraight, J took my pen in hand, | 
To wzite thoſe lines the young man did commany; 
And \s ahꝛoad into the wozld it ſent, 

That each good chziftfan may in time repent. 


Then let us fear the Lozd both night and day, 


eſerve our ſouls and bodies we thee pꝛay: 
od grant we mayſo run this moꝛtal race, 
That we in heaben may have a reſtſng-plare. 


Paeſerve the King, the Queen, and Pꝛogtue, 


The Clergy, Counſel, and Mobility, 


Pzeſerve our ſouls and bodies J thee pray, 
Amen, with me, let all good Chzilitans lay. 
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